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ears, and a shivered wave goes flickering, quivering, among
the beads of com. Almost you can hear the sighing whisper as
the metal stems, smelted by the sun, brush swiftly with the
stirred air. Here and there the dull red cups of poppies show
among the corn, like a mass of blood-glowing cinders from a
winter furnace burning with some intense non-human passion.

Away up nearer the coppice, where the shadow of the wood
drops down across the meadow, a figure stands, half hidden
by the glare of the near-by sunlight. Quite still, he stands
there, one hand dangling loose, the other clasping the knob
of a massive stick. You would almost say he was gazing at the
view, were it not for his unfocused eyes staring dazedly be-
fore him. Without moving he stands there leaning on his stick
as the blue shade creeps lower down into the valley, and the
gold of the cornfield turns to dull orange in the fading light.

From the valley at the bottom of the hill a road twists up
towards the farmhouse. Its whiteness is softened by the
evening, and as it curves on towards the village beyond the
barn it seems to send no sound back from the footsteps of the
passers-by, as if the gathering darkness were a carpet thrown
across its stones.

The cottages are small and built of dull red brick, with their
thatched roofs stretching in among the branches of the trees
and disappearing among the shadows of the twilight. The
cottages, too, seem part of the earth, and the unkempt flowers
rambling aimlessly about them mask the bottom of their walls,
the scars where they leave the ground.

An old woman is slowly working the handle of the village
pump, and the water glides out limpid and unprotesting into
the half-filled pail. The muffled clatter and thump of the
handle thuds out gently into the evening air and makes the
silence so intense that you can almost feel it. And somehow
the thick quietness of the evening, which is caught among the
apple-trees and clings to the fading surface of the road and the
clambering creepers of the farmhouse, seems connected with
the silent figure who still stands like some lifeless scarecrow in